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AN UNCONSTipiIONAL BANANA
THIS is the story of a banana. A very

curious banana. To all outward ap-

pearances it was merely a common,
every-day fruit such as may be seen

on any pushcart in the city. Yet
withal it had an independence altogether unfit-

ting its social station. It did not associate with
the other bananas, but remained aloof. It was
detached from its fellows and stood (figur-

atively speaking) on its own feet. That is, it

was propped up against a remote corner of the

cart all by its lonesome.

Now Tony Gigoletti was the owner of this

banana and he had a reason for its segregation.

In short, it Was spoiled. And Tony, being a

reader of the "Good Book," heeded its warn-
ing and took no chances on contaminating the

rest of his bananas.

Underneath the shining yellow coat of

Tony 's independent banana Fate lay concealed.

Fate itself is a term worthy of consideration.

It may mean several things and again it may
only mean one^which happens to be the case

ill this instance.

Why or how Officer 'Toole happened to be

strolling jauntly by at this particular moment
will always remain a mystery. And why this

particular officer happened to cast his eye on

Tony's particular banana can only be account-

ed for by chance.

"When Tony beheld 'Toole's swaggering

figure, he, like all venders, l^egan to feel

vaguely uneasy about his wares. He crouched

closer to his cart as if to hide his merchandise
from O'Toole's ravenous eyes.

Now Officer O 'Toole Avas not a man to be

denied. As was evidenced by his conquest of

Bridget Mulligan when that self-willed damsel

had had the pick of the force from Pat Ahearn
to Mike Shaughnessey. And Bridget's appeal

to him had been through his stomach. ''For

hadn't she worked for de swellest ginks on

Madison avenue? And hadn't she given de

swellest handouts?" As O'Toole's appetite

had led to his entering the matrimonial yoke
(did somebody in the rear say "downfall") so

now it led to further, and one might say deeper,

difficulties. Verily, man's stomach is the seat

of all trouble.

'Toole had a weakness for bananas. He
like them fried, stewed or raw. In fact, in any

manner, shape or form. But he was especially

fond of them raw and eaten with a grain of

salt, as Dr. Copeland advises. But Tony's
fateful banana should have been taken more
seriously than with a grain of salt.

However that may be. Officer 'Toole an-
chored alongside of Tony's humble vehicle and
barked from the northeast corner of his mouth.
"Say, Cull, hand over that banana!" What
else could Tony do but obey?

O'Toole peeled the fruit carelessly, his eyes
fastened on an object just hovering into sight.

It was one of Tony's fellow countrymen vend-
ing "hot dogs." Now, if there was anything
that Officer O'Toole liked better than bananas
it was hot dogs. Is it any wonder then that he
failed to notice the ease with which Tony's
spoiled banana slid down his throat?

Tony reached home that night, tired but
happy. He had sold all his bananas. The
jingling coins in his pocket brought an eager
light into his black eyes and tinged his sallow
cheeks with a trace of color. He emptied the
contents of his packet upon a rickety and
wretched table. Together with Maria, his
wife, and Angelo, the young "babino," he pain-
fully counted the day's proceeds. An even ten
dollars. With a hysterical sob of joy Tony
embraced his wife and child. It was many a
long day since Fortune had been so kind. The
babino eould now get a hair cut and Maria
could purchase that bright red shawl which she
liad admired so much. And Angelo 's pinched
little face would once more fill out with nour-

ishing spaghetti and redolent garlic which
"maka bigga stronga man."

In the 'Toole domicile a far different

scene was being enacted. Officer O'Toole had
just slammed the door—and his greater half

came near treating him the same. But she re-

frained, for O'Toole was a sick man. Any-
body could see that hot dogs and bananas don 't

agree. O'Toole had staged the bout and con-

trary to expectations had been knocked for an
elongated row of hospital cots. Now Mrs.

O'Toole was a soft-hearted soul and she has-

tened to bring the hot water bottle, mustard
plasters, corn cure and whatever else happened
to be in the medicine chest. O'Toole was not

too far gone to see the deadly array of "sure
cures" that was lined up two rows deep before

liiin. And slowly his gray matter began to


